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THE BATTLE OF BOSWORTH FIELD." 
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BY THE REV. THOS. R- LLOYD. 4: 


qT. 


Sit down my boy, thy sire beside, enough of romp and play, 

List how thy fathers met the Sais in grasp of deadly fray, 

How on the sward of Bosworth Field they traced those words in gore, 
“« The Sais is but as chaff to stand a Cymro band before.’’6 


II. 


The Cymro band on Bosworth Field, Oh! honored fathers mine, 
Beware thou sully not their fame, but brighten it with thine, 
Or in the plain, or mountain pass, in throng or lonely place, 

If he bring strife, fear not my child to meet the Saxon’s face. 


iit. 


The Saxon’s face less dreadful is than tyranny and wrong, 
And foul Injustice kneed unto old Cymru’s hills among, 

Free as the winds on Snowdon head, contemn a tyrant’s frown, 
Let slaves rejoice in slavery, strike thou the oppressor down.e 


« The battle was fought on Saturday, the 22nd of August, 1488, about 
three miles from Bosworth, an ancient market town in Leicestershire. 


6 “It is not at all strange,” says Rapin, vol. 6, page 233, “that all Wales 
should declare for the Earl [of Richmond, Henry Ludor, afterwards Henry 
VII], since he was of Welsh extraction, and of one of the ancientest families 
of the country.” 


c Pennant says that “the barbarous traffic in slaves was carried on by the 
Saxons to a great height,” and quotes Vit. S. Wulfstan in Anglia Sacra, 11, 
258, to prove his assertion :—There is a town called Bristow (Bristol), oppos- 
ite to Ireland and extremely convenient for trading. In A.D. 1080 this was 
the mart for slaves collected from all, parts of England; and particularly 
young women whom they took care to provide with a pregnancy, to enhance 
their value. It was a moving sight. to see, in the public markets, rows. of 
young people of both sexes tied together with ropes, of great beauty and in 
the flower of their youth, daily prostituted, daily sold. Hxecrable fact! 
Wretched disgrace! Men unmindful even of the affection of the brute crea- 
tion, delivering into slavery their relations and even their very offspring.” 
What wonder that the Cymry never would yield to such a people, and fell 
and bled, until they had finally emancipated themselves and England too. 
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Iv. 


Strike him down boy, strike him, though he be stronger far than thou, 
What odds for might if thou art right, that right to might should bow, 
It did not bow on Bosworth field, when calm with bated breath, 
The Cymro closed upon his foe for victory or death. 


Vv. 


For death or victory that day the Sais and Cymro fought, 

When crook-back Richard to the field the flower of England brought, 
And woe that brother there must dye his sword in brother’s blood, 
Around the Tudor’s Dragon fiag, the gallant Cymry stood.¢ 


VI. 


Oh! a brave host those Cymry were, thy fathers all and one, 
And on a braver day for Wales the sun it never shone, 

The sun it never set upon that field, where Wales alone 
Gave back to Britain Cymry kings to sit on Britain’s throne. 


Vil. 


The stalwart archers drew their bows as came each foe in sight, 
And clouds of hurtling arrows cast a pall upon the light, 
Clouds darkening to death for some that fell, right happy they 
Who never saw a cloud again, nor lived to lose the day. 


VII. 


On to the charge brave Richard drove, the Cymro ranks to pierce, 
Back rolled the wave of battle-tide with heaving high and fierce, 
Twice on the Welshman’s standard broke the crash of hostile hoof, 
And twice the traitor Stanley stood from either side aloof.s 


Ix. 


The “traitor Stanley,’’ still to look again my boy on thee, 
If thy wee life hung on the die what would thy father be— 
In Richard’s camp Lord Stanley’s son a fettered hostage lay, 
Fetters that wound two necks around upon that bloody day. 


d Seeing the Red Dragon banner displayed in the centre of Henry’s line, 
he (King Richard the Third) muttered “ Rouge mont—Richmond—Rouge 
Dragon,” and then added aloud: “ I have heard the Red Dragon should 
rend the Boar (his own cognizance) but by St George of England, I will live 
a king or die a king to-day,’—Morgan’s ‘ British Cymry,’ page 227. 


e The two armies approaching one another, the battle began with a shower 
of arrows shot from both sides; after which the royal army moved forwards 
to come to closer fight.”—Rapin, vol. 6, page 237. 


y “It was not without reason that the king suspected the Lord Stanley. 
Stanley had indeed sent the Harl of Richmond (Harry Tudor) that he would 
abet him to the utmost of his power. But as he had been forced to leave his 
son in hostage with the king he could not openly espouse his cause without 
endangering his son’s life.”—Rapin, vol. 6, page 233. 





x. 


By Richard’s hand our standardman, Sir Richard Brandon fell, 

Sir John of Cheney took his post, but down went he as well, 

Oh! hard it was to hold their own, and flagstaff keep in rest, 

Where twenty thousand Englishmen twelve thousand Cymry pressed. 


x. 
Twelve thousand Cymry, few indeed, but brave as they were few, 
For Jasper Tudor, he was there, and Rhys ap Thomas too, 


From Milford bay to Shrewsbury town, choice men of Wales were they 
No people to succumb to might when right was in the way. 


XII. 


In vain for “‘ England and Saint George” arose the cheering cry, 
For “ Duw a Chymru” was the shout re-echoed in reply, 

In vain the pelting storm of war reigned bloody drops around, 

In spite of war, storm, blood, and death, the Tudor held his ground. 


XIII. 


In two short hours two hundred Welsh lay dead upon the plain,* 
But not before ten times the score of Englishmen were slain, 
One Cymro low, ten Sais must go, as escort to the brave, 
With fitting pomp of retinue to bear him to his grave. 


xXIy. 


But as though Victory a wreath upon one brow would place, 

Sir Rhys ap Thomas met the king, dread Richard, face to face; 

How their bright swords gave lightning forth, and death-foreboding 
knell — 

On helmet steeled, cuirass, and shield, made thunder as they fell. 


XV. 


High on the stirrup rose at length the doughty warriors twain, 
And then the uplifted battle-axe came bounding down amain, 
One final blow, ten blows in one, it made the welkin ring, 
And Rhys ap Thomas stood erect, and prostrate lay the king! 


XVI. 


From off the corse ap Thomas took the crown of yellow gold, 

And placed it there upon the head of Harry Tudor bold, 

‘Long live King Henry”’ cried the Welsh, all joyed at such a sight, 
A king nor York nor Lancaster, but king by Cymro right, 


t 





g Rapin gives the number of Richard’s army at 12,000 or 13,000, and that 
of Harry Tudor at 5,000 only, but Morgan, a better authority, states them 
to have been—Richard 21,000, Tudor 12,500. 


& Rapin says that only 100 of the Welsh army were slain to 2,000 of the 
English, - 


i Richard “was struck to the ground by the battle-axe of Sir Rhys ap 
Thomas.” “ His helm-crown was immediately picked up from the bush into 
which it had been struck by the violence of the blow, and placed by the same 
hand on the head of Henry Tudor.”—Morgan, ‘ British Cymry,’ page 228. 
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XVII. 


Through Tudor blood each King and Queen has reigned in England 
since,J 

Tracing their claim that throne to fill from our illustrious prince, 

And thus regain the Cymry did what they had lost awhile, 

Their right as eldest tribe to reign supreme o’er all the isle. 


XVIII. 


The Isle of Britain! happy home of all that’s fair and frec ! 
Oh! long my boy be this our joy, such happiness to sce, 

Butif oppression raise her head, what though the Saxon frown, 
Then you and I my child will die, or strike the viper down. 


XIX. 


Who live for time but live to die, who die but live for aye, 
There is a God who judgeth right, and judging will repay. 
Let justice, honesty, and truth thy watchword be through life, 
And with that ery march boldly by despite of scorn or strife. 


XxX. 


The coward, syeophant, and churl would stay thy onward march, 
But heed not thou the subtle foe, though strong he be and arch, 
Advance with steady step and true, proceed with allthy might, 
Let one thing only be thy care, be sure that thou art right. 


XE 


Full sure that they were right that day thy Cymry fathers were, 

"Twas this that gave them power to brave the lion in his lair; 

*Twas this that gave them strength to Heaven their blood-stained 
hands to raise, 

And on the field.to kneel them down and render God the praise.* 


J “Though Harry asserted his descent from the house of Lancaster, every 
body knew that he was agrandsontoa WerLsH gentleman, and that his 
mother sprung only from a bastard of that house, whom the credit of -his 
father and the circumstances of the times had caused to be legitimated.’ 
—Rapin, vol. 6; page 271. iis 

& “The battle of Bosworth being ended, as hath b<en said, bv the rout of * 
the voyal army, and death of King Richard, Henr, caused Te deum>(Ti, 
Dduw, a folwn) to be sung upon the spot, all the Troops falling on their 
knees to return God thanks for the victory.—Ibid, 6, 249. 
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